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soul-evoking words like these ? With, tiresome repetition we are told that she is beautiful, divine; hut I see her not at all, I don't know if she is dark, tall, or fair; with tiresome reiteration we are told that she is brilliant, that her conversation is like a display of fireworks, that the company is dazzled and overcome; but when she speaks the utterances are grotesque, and I say that if any one spoke to me in real life as she does in the novel, I should not doubt for an instant that I was in the company of a lunatic. The epigrams are never good, they never come within measurable distance of La Rochefoucauld, Balzac, or even Goncourt. The admirers of Mr. Meredith constantly deplore their existence, admitting that they destroy all illusion of life. "When we have translated half »of Mr. Meredith's utterances into possible human speech, then we can enjoy him/5 says the Pall Mall Gazette. We take our pleasures differently; mine are spontaneous, and I know nothing about transr lating the rank smell of a nettle into the fragrance of a rose, and then enjoying it.
Mr- Meredith's conception of life is crooked, ill-balanced, and out of tune. What remains ?—a certain lustiness. You have seen a big man with square shoulders and a small head, pushing about in a crowd, tie shouts and works his arms, he seems to be doing a great deal, in reality he is doing nothing; so Mr. Meredith appears to me, and yet I can only think of him as an artist; his habit is not slatternly, like those of such literary hodmen as Mr. David Christie Murray, Mr. Besant, Mr. Buchanan. There is no tracei t^**
